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the instructions this time coming from none other than the
Sultan himself.
Three months after my talk with Fuad Bey, the Pasha
of whom he had spoken was transferred from the Caucasus
to the Palestine front.
In September 1917 a special mission from Vienna reached
Aleppo, bent on a most secret purpose and headed by the
Archduke Hubert Salvator of Habsburg. The purpose was
indeed so secret that the Turkish government knew it from the
very first day, and the sparrows of Aleppo chirped it from the
olive trees by the second. This very secret purpose was to
transfer to the Habsburgs the protectorate over the Catholics
of Syria, which had been held by France until 1914. The
Archduke, a pleasant, modest young man, reached Aleppo
on September sist, and since we had only one car, I had to
borrow another from the Turks in order to meet him and
his retinue at the station. It was this banal purpose which
brought me face to face for the first time with the hero of
Gallipoli; for the Pasha was at that moment in direct com-
mand over us, G.O.C. of the Seventh Ottoman Army, with
headquarters in the Women Teachers' Training College,
which had been requisitioned for the purpose.
I found myself facing a young man with a rather long,
bony face, grey-blue eyes and a fairish moustache. He was
of medium height, slim and muscular, dressed in the uniform
of a Turkish brigadier-general, the big gold Imtiaz medal, the
Turkish Victoria Cross, hanging on his chest.
'Nasyl synys? How do you do?' said my G.O.C., shaking
hands. The purpose of my visit was promptly settled by the
Pasha most graciously offering his own private car. There
then followed a short, polite conversation, then another
handshake. After that, I stepped back, my sheathed sword in
my left hand, my sun-helmet in my right, clicked my heels
and departed.
For hundreds of years, Turks who held high positions had